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George R. Sims.

Guessing- - that goods are genuine and to
awaken to the fact that they are unreal isn't
satisfactory shopping".

Guessing that the something you saw else-

where is the same as you saw here isn't, safe
shopping.

Guessing that the imitation is cheaper than
the genuine is always expensive shopping.

Guessing that a price is low because it is
compared with an exaggerated one isn't eco-

nomical shopping.
Guessing that 3-0-

11 can carry in your eye the
something-yo- u saw hereto compare with some-
thing you think the same elsewhere isn't wise
shopping.

All guessing is a mistake. It is eliminated
from the shopping in this store. Not that wet00 00000000000000000000

are the only store selling- - genuine things at genuine prices; but shopping here is made absolutely safe.
With every purchase goes the guarantee that the price you pay is lower than or as low as equal

g-ood-
s can be bought for anywhere else, and that our name covers the worth of the goods as well as the

full measure.
We don't guess about styles or qualities. We don't ask you to. We give our word that every Suit,

jacket, skirt or child's or miss's garment we show is what we claim for it and worth what we ask for
it. We have our experience and our advantages as manufacturers, buyers and producers to back us up.

Our spring lines are the most complete and attractive ever shownin the West, We've just received
some exceedingly fetching imported novelties. You'll not sec them except at our Indianapolis or
Louisville stores. :::::: : : : :

you call in at her shop; she can't come out.
as there is no on to serve, but she wants to
see you very particularly."

Father Andre smiled and followed the child
to a little stationer's shop, where the French
and German periodicals in various stages o
out-of-datedn- were displayed in the win-

dow. He went in and found Madame Obert,
the proprietress, behind the counter.

"Well, Madame Obert, what is it?" said
Father Andre. "Your little one tells me
you wish to see me." .

"Yes, Father," replied the good dame. "It
is the strangest thing that has happened,
and I want to tell you about it and ask your
advice before I let anybody else know. Ce-cUe- !"

"Yes, mother," said the little one.
"Stay in the shop; you can call me If I

am wanted."
Madame Obert opened the door of the little

back parlor and invited the priest to
come in.

"You see that old desk." she said, point-
ing to an old-fashion- ed and dilapidated dav-
enport that stood in a corner.

"Yes. I have been it many times when I
have been here. What is there remarkable
about it to-day- ?"

"Ah, it isn't what it looks like, It Is what
I have found inside it. Iid I never tell you
how my father bought it?"

"No."
"It was after a terrible fire, many, many

years apo when a French laundry near him
was burned down."

"You don't mean Madame Le Beau's!" ex-

claimed tho priest, becoming interested.
"Yes, I think that was the name my

father told me. Well, he bought it when the
few things that were rescued were sold. He
brought it home, and it stood In his room
till he died and left everything to me, and
I and my husband brought it here."

"But what have you found in it?" ex-

claimed the priest, eagerly.
"I am coming to that. It Is odd, because

my father thought there was nothing in it
at all. But this morning I went to look for
a bill I was sure I had paid, and for which
the collector had called again. I looked
everywhere, and turned every drawer out;
and there, fallen behind the back of one, I
found an eld letter faded and yellow, and
of course I read it. When I had read it I
said: 'This is something very strange; I
vviil ask Father Andre about it.' "

"And the letter ?"
"Is here," said Madame Obert, opening

her desk and taking from it the faded sheet
of paper.

The rriest took it, put on his glasses and
scanned it eagerly. It was written in a
trembling female hand, and tho first words
gave him quite a little shock, for they car-
ried him back to the night of that terrible
tragedy when every living soul save little
Lilian perished in the flames.

"Dear Madame Le Beau I shall bring my
llttlo girl to-nig- ht late very late after
every one of your people have gone to bed,

for I wish no one to see me come, in cape

lie should make Inquiries afterwards and
kara that I have been to you. 1 shall not
have much time to talk to you, for I must
go away again at once. He will be back at
1 o'clock in the morning, and if he finds I
am out he will suspect. He is terrible, and I
dread that he may murder me and the child.
I. am determined that he shall never know
where it is, for it shall never be associated
with his terrible crime?. Take care of my
little Lily for your dead brother's sake.
About midnight expect me. Watch at tho
door. I may not have a moment.

"LILIAN PRIVAS."
Father Andre's pale face went deadly

white as he grasped the meaning of the let-

ter lound after so many yea is. He made a
great effort to master his emotions.

"You must let me keep this for a while,"
he said; "1 will make inquiries."

"Keep it as long as you like, Father," re-

plied tho woman. "It doesn't belong to
me."

rothlng was heird of him until he was ar-teste- d,

red-hande- d, after committing the
crime for which he was eventually guillo-
tined.

With regard to his life In England, con-
cerning which Mr. Darville was anxious to
learn some particulars, the report of the
London police had been referred to for 1L

It appeared that Privas passed as a re-

spectable man, and had employment as a
journeyman watchmaker. This was his
trade In Paris, which he had quitted soon
after the fall of the Commune, no doubt
fearing that he might find himself In bad
odor with tho police, should they discover
the share he had had in some of the worst
deeds of that reign of terror. It was only
the police who knew that In London he
was the constant associate of some of the
most dangerous members of the Interna-
tional Society. To every one else he passed
as a respectable specimen o the many for-
eign workmen employed In his trade.

"And he had a wife in London?" inquired
the young barrister, anxiously.

"Yes, he was quite a family man. He
lived in a street in Soho, with his wife and
her child, a little girl of about four years
of age."

"This wife was an Englishwoman, I I be
Heve?"

"Yes. When he was in Paris he was not
known to be married. His marriage with
the Englishwoman if marriage it was
probably took place in England. It must
have been soon after he left Paris in 1S70,

as the child was about four years old; and
he returned here and was arrested and exe-

cuted in 1ST3."

"And the wife was she here with him
when he was arrested? Is anything known
of what became of her?"

"Nothing; but cha probabry did not come
to Paris with him, because when his lodg-
ings here were searched by the police a
letter was found among his papers. It was
written in English, and it was concluded at
the time that it was from his wife. I have
taken a copy of It for you."

M. Goron referred to his pocketbook and
read:

"I refuse to tell you where the child Is,
and you cannot make me. I have found her
a home, and now that I know she will not
Buffer I shall be able to earn my own living.
I do not intend to return to you, now I know
what you are."

"And the letter Is signed?"
"Lilian."
Gaston Darville's head sank on his breast.

The story had been pieced together, and
every part fitted. Lilian Privas had left
her child with Madame Le Beau that night
and returned to her husband without it.
He had probably threatened her or 111 treat-
ed her, and tho next day she had gone
away," leaving this letter behind her.. Privas
had returned to Paris without learning that
little Lilian was with Madame Le Beau.
What had become of the mother was a
mystery still to be solved. It seemed strange
to him that if she had been alive she had
not appeared at the inquest, or afterward,
and claimed her little one.

Unless and that was the theory which at
once suggested itself to him she had feared
that she would have to give her name, and
Privas would read her name in the papers,
and find her and the child again, or per-
haps even come forward and claim it of the
authorities. Lilian had evidently been left
with Madame Lo Beau in order that she
might be saved from the stigma that sooner
or later would be sure to attach to her if she
still continue to be known as his daughter.

The next morning Gaston Darville arrived
in London, and at an early hour called at
Madame Denier's. Lilian received him with
delight, and asked him a thousand artless
questions as to the reasons for his going
to Paris. Ho satisfied her as well as he
could, and presentily Father Andre came In,
and Lilian, seeing that they wished to talk
together, left them alone.

Gaston told the priest the result of his
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It was 1 o'clock In the morning, but the
ftrt--t- s were filled with the roar and riot
ci a mishty croud. A houj--e in a densely
jr.pulatfd neighborhood had suddenly burst
into fames ar.d the inhabitants of the sur--r
.'U.nding buildings had rushed into the street

in a state of wild alarm. The crowd was
ii.'M swelled by spectators drawn from all
r.irt by the lurid glare that shot up into
tl pkies.

Thcrrt is nothing that attracts the Lon-dn.T'- of

all ages and conditions like a tire.
It has a special fascination of its own and
frw can resist it. By the time the hastily
summoned engines had arrived the mob had
t.vumcJ formidable dimensions, and the po-

lice h id to drive the people back in order to
five the firemen room to work.

With marvelous rapidity the story of the
fTf epread through the ever-increasi- ng

4 rowii until the lat newcomer was as well
acquainted with the facts as the man who

: 1 next door, and it was known to all the
c iKr horrified lookers-o- n that there were
tome dozen people in the burning building,
which was a French laundry, and that the
lire having burst out suddenly and with
fcrtat fury the whole houe was In flames,
and it was most probable that the brave
firemen, who were doing their best to force
their way in through the smoke and flame,
would be too late to rescue a single life.

The first comer had seen a white form
arpear at an upper window, wave Its arms
ar.d fail back again out of sight. Some de-

clared that they had heard shrieks, but
that was before the engines came. Since
then all had been silent save for the roar
ct the fire, the hissing of the water, the
throb of the engines and the hurried words
of command given by the brigade officers
to their men.

Something would have been seen of 'em,
if any of 'em were still alive," said a sym-
pathetic policeman to a man who was
questioning him, "I'm afraid It's a case
with 'em."

A sigh of sympathy ran round the Inner
edpre of the crowd within hearing distance.

It's awful, isn't it!"
"Awful; and they're all foreigners, I hear,

rome of 'cm quite young gals from ever so
far away."

"Shockin'! makes your blood run cold to
think what it'll mean for them as belongs
to 'em, poor things."

'P'r'aps some of 'cm are out!"
"Not a soul; I've been here from the

first."
iv the conversation ran, but the words

were everywhere slowly and sober-
ly, as one speaks in the presence of death.

Suddenly, there was a change in the atti-tui- e

of the crowd, a hush and then a.

funzied roar, as out of the burning mass
a fireman wan seen to come suddenly with
tomething in a blanket. Ho was on the
ground floor level with the street, and only
th people in front could see distinctly. But
they communicated the news rapidly to the
people behind.

The fireman had brought out a little girl.
The chiM was senseless, but it was still
alive. Willing hands had taken it and car-
ried it to a place of safety at once.

That was the only rescue. The crowd
stayed on until the building had burned it-S- elf

out, and only the black, charred, smok-
ing ruin remained. Then they went back to
th -- ir homes to tell of the ghastly tragedy
they had witnessed in the early hours of
the morning.

A few hours later the story was told to
the world in the. prosaic columns of the
newspapers. Seventeen people, all foreign-
ers, had perished in the burning of the
Trench laundry. One child, a little girl of
four, had been rescued alive. Whose child
she was no one could say. None of the
neighbors knew that there had ever been
a child on the premises, and the good priest.
Father Andre, who had been in the habit
of visiting the proprietors and the girls
who lived with her and assisted her in her
buins. confessed himself astonished that
a child should have been found there.

Madame Ijq Beau, the proprietress, was a
widow. Her principal hand, who lived on
the premises with her husband, who attend
cd to the furnaces, was childless, and the
other occupants were all single young girls,
the eldest of whom was one and twenty.
Father Andre had been in the house to visit
a sick girl on the afternoon of the day of
the tire, and there was no child there then
at least he did not think so. Had one been
there he should have heard of it, for Ma
dame 1a Beau was a gossip and told him
everything. A chat with her good priest
was one of her principal distractions.

Th re was an inquest on the charred re- -
m.iins of the victims, tut the inquiry failed
t elicit any information about the little
on The fireman had found her in a front
rtmm. He believed at the time she was
lyins on a sofa, and the child, when he
brought it out, was fully tlressed. This fact
suedes ted that it had been brought to the
hou.e that night, and that it was not living
there. Had it been an inmate it would h.ive
been in its night clothes.

The child had been interrogated, but
seemed bewildered. She spoke English with
an ordinary English accent, and said her
name was Uliun. Asked how she came
there, she answered "Mamma;" asked who
her mamma was, she only replied "Mara-- m

i." EVery effort to obtain further infor-
mation from the little one herself had failed.
Her clothes were good, and she had evi-- !

ntly been in every sense of the word well
car d for.

When the inquest was adjourned it waa
thought that some one connected with the
child would hear of what had happened and
come forward at the next Inquiry, but al-

though all the relatives of the victims were
communicated with there was no one who
Could give the slightest clew to its identity.

The child had in the meantime been taken
ty Father Andre to the house of his relative,
Madame Denier, a. French lady married to
a Frenchman established in business In
London, and with whom Father Andre
lodged. IK had expected that sooner or
later he should bo able to hand the little one
over to her relatives, but when the long in-

quiry closed, and still no one had come for-
ward to claim the child, he had to face the
fact that he had taken upon himself a se-
rious responsibility. It was hardly likely
now that anyone would claim the little girl.
If its fritida or parents had intended to,
they would have done so before now. The
mystery surrounding it might probably
never be cleared up at all.

What should he do? Appeal to the public?
To his congregation? Some one among them
might be found, perhaps, to adopt the child.
He talked the matter over with Madame
Denier. She was childless, and little Lily
wu.s bright and merry, and had won the
good woman's heart, and Father Andre him-fce- lf

confessed that he had begun to love the
friendless little one who had been so
etrangely confided to his care. After all
somebody might come forward presently and
claim kinship with it. The mother, or the
father might still be in some extraordinary
way in ignorance of what had happened.
Everything, was considered, and eventually
Father Andre and Madame Denier decided
that Lily should remain with them, at any
rate, for the present.

And so ehe stayed on and grew up into a a
beautiful girl, and gradually the good priest
forgot that he had no claim of kinship oa

him, and Lily was known to all his friends
as "Father Andre's niece," and she herself

the past being but as a dim childish memory--

called him "Uncle Andre," and Mad-
ame Denier, a widow now, "auntie," and
they were all she thought of or cared for in
the world.

Lilian Andre was too pretty and too fas-
cinating not to attract admirers. She was
not a coquette nor a flirt, but when Ehe
went out visiting with Madame Denier or
tho good father, who had found hosts of
English friends during the many years he
had been settled In London, she always
managed to be very nice and amiable to all
the young men without letting any of them
think that he had made a more favorable
impression than another.

But one day there came a young cavalier
who was to carry all before him. A young
barrister, the son of a French banker es-

tablished In London, fell desperately in love
with Father Andre's niece, and assiduously
cultivated the acquaintance of everybody
the good priest and Lilian counted among
their friends.

As he was a charming young man, and his
people were highly esteemed and exceed-
ingly wealthy, he had not much difficulty
to contend with so far as getting himself
Invited wherever there was a little dinner
or a ball, or a tennis party, or anything
of that sort. He was a good player and was
a great acquisition to the little tennis
rartlos which were held on the faded patch
of green surrounded by sooty trees in the
London square in which Madame Denier re-

sided.
Three months after he had first become

acquainted with her, Gaston Darville, hav-
ing talked the matter over confidentially
with Lilian, called on Father Andre, and
formally solicited the honor of being re-

ceived by him as the accepted suitor of his
niece.

The good priest was somewhat taken
aback. It had not occurred to him that
Lilian was now a young woman, and would
naturally fall In love and want to marry tho
man of her choice. To him she was sth'l a
child- .- he had grown to womanhood so
gradually that Father Andre had hardly no-

ticed the circumstance. If it ever occuired
to him he had not thought it out sufficiently
to realize w hat it meant.

It took him some little time to get over
his surprise that Mr. Gaston Darville, the
son of his generous friend, the rich banker,
should want to make Lilian Madame Dar-
ville, and when he had quite nrasped the
fact his first question was "Does m v. niece
know that you entertain these feelings
toward her?"

The young barrister smiled, but excused
the priest's very natural ignorance on the
tiubjoct of courtship. Of course, Lilian knew.
He would not have dt f amed of approaching
Father Andre without Lilian's approbation
and consent.

"And Lilian loves you she has consented
to be your wife?"

"If you approve her choice."
Father Andre hesitated. It was a grand

match for Lilian, who, if anything happened
to him, would be without a protector and
without fortune The future of the gentle
girl he had grown to love almost with a
parent's affection had often caused him
many anxious hours. Madame Denier had
only her late husband's property, and at her
death that would go to her husband's rela-
tives. He himself had been too loyal to his
duties, too good a friend to the poor around
him, to save money. A rich and happy mar-
riage would be a capital solution of the
difficulty, and here was one of the most
talented and wealthiest young men of his
acquaintance a suitor for her hand.

There was but one brawback. The fact
was that so many years had gone by since
tho little four-year-o- ld heroine of a London
tragedy came home with him, that many
people had forgotten the circumstances, and
actually looked upon Lilian as the child of
Father Andre's dead brother, and the Dar-vill- es

were among the number.
It was not necessary as the child grew up

to tell everyone the story of her adoption.
It would hardly have been fair to the girl
to tell everybody she was absolutely with-
out namo that could be proved to be her
own that no one knew who her father and
mother were, where they came from or what
their position in life had been.

And as the time went on Father Andre
himself had almost forgotten all that, and
the words "my niece" came as naturally
to his lips as they would have done had they
been justified by facts. The truth was,
however, brought home very forcibly now,
and it was, of course, his duty at once to
tell the young man the true position of af-

fairs.
He told Lilian's story as briefly and as

sympathetically as he could, but insisted,
as it was his duty to do, upon Gaston thor-
oughly realizing that the girl he wished to
make his wife was a girl of unknown par-
entage, practically an "enfant trouve" and
she had been the only living being rescued
from a French laundry which was burned
to the ground some sixteen years previously.
She might be the daughter of a washerwom-
an. The great probability at any rate was,
that she was the child of a relative or
friend of the proprietor, or of one of the
employes. The truth would probably never
be known now, as the wide publication
given to the inquest had failed to elicit a
single clew, and no inquiries had ever been
made concerning the child during all the
years that followed the catastrophe.

Gaston Darville was naturally astonished
at Father Andre's narrative. He quite
understood why Lilian had not told him her-
self. She too had begun to look upon herself
as the priests's niece, and had no recollec-
tion of the circumstances under which she
came to be accepted everywhere as his rela-

tive.
Cut the young man was too honestly in

love with Lilian to let the mystery of her
birth suggest itself to him as an insur-
mountable barrier to their union. Everyone
ignored that part of Lilian's story and ac-

cepted her as Father Andre's niece it
should be as Father Andre's niece that he
would marry her.

But the priest insisted that ho should tell
his father of his discovery. He would not
be a party to any concealment from one who
after all was the head of the family and the
custodian of Its honor.

Gaston Darville promised that his father
and mother should be informed of the cir-
cumstances, and he kept his word. Old
Mr. Darville was at first a little discon-
certed. He had great hopes of his son's
future, and looked forward to a brilliant
career at tha bar for him. He knew that
the more eminent the man the more.neces-rar- y

It was that his wife should be a lady
who would be received cordially in society.

But his son easily won him over to his
own view of the matter. As Father Andre's
niece Lilian was known then, and there was
no reason why in the future anyone should
seek to go behind the accepted relationship.

A fortnight later, with the consent of his
family, the young people were formally be
trothed, and it was arranged that tho mar-
riage should take place in six months' time.

About a week before the wedding Father
Andre had been around visiting his poor
peoplo in Soho, and was Just coming out of

house in Greek street where a woman
lay ill, when a child ran up to him and raid:
"Please. Father Andre, mother says will

THE GRAND STOCK COMPANY
IN HENRY GUY CARLKTON'S ORIGINAL AMERICAN PLAY IN FOUR ACTS.

"A GILDED FOOL"
An IMayed by Mr. Nat. C. Goodwin.

To-Morr- otv Elerentli IMiotofsmxtlt Souvenir MkIiI. One of KltcheUBet Cabinet riintogrn ph of MISS KATIIEHI.M: FIELD will be Presentedto Every Lndy Attending the Grand To-Morr- ow Evening
Kxtra Souvenir Nights have been arranged for April 10 and April 17, when, by

leaving choice of pictures at box office and buying sats in advarx-e- , ladle will ho
presented with whatever photographs they may select from tho entire set, one for
each ticket purchased.

I'ltlCI'S KveniiiK: Lower Floor, fOej Ilnleony 2oe; Gallery, 15c,
3IATIM:i:s AVednemlny ami Saturday, i:rc.
Next Week AKISTUC:ilACY.'

..MRU om-o'v- v

AY and

--1
mm

'

that strength. I am persuaded, is perennially
nourished and kept up by nothing so much
as by the national worship, in which all
classes meet, of athletic outdoor life and
sport.

Spriiis.
Fee! Tip-to- e on the dewy morn Spring ?tan3s;
Her fresh, young hands ttretched toward the

mounting Fun.
Her round breast gleaming bare, where March

has swept
Aback th fretted drapery of wood -- brown hair;
Her slender limbs ungarmented, pave where
The mossy, glorsy, blcfscmln? willows' fur
Still hangs faint tangled tassels from her waist.

Her rcpy lips low laughter frame, e'er yet
Her eyes have cleared their blurry mist of tears.
And, with the throbbing pulse's quickened tide.
Soft heart-sob- s start, to end themselves in sighs
Of Iongir.g. new and strange bewildering Joy
That thrills and rains the while it pleasures

most.

The plaintive south wind fans her flaming cheek
And swings sweet cups of incense at her feet;
Breathes low the bluebird's first tuned welcom-

ing,
And stirs the willow's netted ambuscade
Until it slips its loosening hold.

Then, as
A young wife, pillowed on her lord's broad breast,
All radiant breathes a secret dear to both,
Fo Spring, her lifted length throws warm and full
Into the sun's embrace, drinks deep his hoard
Of fruitful kisses, winter-store- d, and sings
Her hopes of summer days and summer flowers.

Jndianaiolis. Mary II. Flanncr.

Ill MOH OF TIIK DAY.

ScatterI.
Philadelphia North American.

"Think of our troop? singing 'Comrades'
durinf? the ngntinjr in the I'mnpplnes.

"Yes; cute of them, wa&n't it? Ko won-
der the Filipinos ran."

N
No Troll t.

Judge.
Stranger (in Georgia) Any profit in rais

ing cattle around here?
Native Naw; the trains run so blame

slow that wo can't git a cow killed nohow.

Her Work Appreciated.
Philadelphia North American.

Hoax It seems to me that the girl Hen-pec- k

married is making him a good wife.
Joax Ioks to me more as if she was

making him a" jrnod husband. He'll soon
be a model, I hear.

The Magazine.
Philadelphia North American.

"The magazine is empty!" announced the
orderly.

"Oh, well,,, said the literary colonel, "I'll
just sit down and dash off two Tor three
campaign articles to nil up."

A Definition.
Life.

Little Elmer Papa, what is a colonel?
Prof. Proadhead A colonel, my son. Is

usually a large man, with the courtly
manners of a crown prince and the stomach
of a common, everyday camel.

Why He Waits.
Life,

"Why don't you get married? You have
plenty of money, and sixty is the very
prime- - of life."

"I'm going to wait o few more years,
then I can havo any girl I want."

Looking; Forward.
Brooklyn Life.

Snobleigh (proudly) You know, my fam
ilv arf of tho best colonial stock.

Miss Ingenu You don't say so! And
which of the colonies do you come from
Cuba, 1'orto luco or me fnuippmes

The Better Way.
Harlem Life.

Dolliver--I think I will send Julia to
Milan to finish her music lessons.

Mrs. Dolliver (delighted, but doubtful) Do
you think you can stand the expense?

Dolliver (firmly) Much easier than I can
the piano.

Silencing Him.
Cleveland Plain Dealer.

George Jim Bluffem told me that his wife
makes all her own bonnets.

Maud Well, George, would you like to
have a wife who was such a dowdy that
she was never knosn to get a seat in a
crowded car?

Trying to Fix a Limit.
Chicago Tribune.

Mrs. Gofrequent How old do you take Mr.
Mix well to be?

Mrs. Nexdore From his general behavior
I should estimate his age to be about 150.
When a woman looks at him now he doesn't
think she's in love with him.

Two Fortunes.
Detroit Free Press.

"It was my good fortune that my an-
cestors came over in the Mayflower." said
Miss South Church.

"May flour?" replied Miss Hennepin, who
did not quite understand. "Our folks made
their fortune In Septembr wheat."

Not Free,
Washington Star.

"That, sir," exclaimed the indignant mer-
chant, "is what I call a ETatuitous false
hood."

"It's nothing of the kind replied the un-
scrupulous salesman: "I iret a salnrv and
commission for telling that falsehood."

Decidedly Mixed.
Punch.

Rector's Daughter Oh. Lady Horton, we

would allow Cora to Join.
Lady Horton How enterprising! And dq

you play a mixed team? .

The Great Sensational Comedy Drama,
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Under the Direction of A. Q. 8CAMMOX.
Incidental to tho Flay

THE CANNON-BAL- L EXPRESS
THE A1ARVEL0US

BURNING

THE THRILLING ESCAPE FROM SING SING
THE EAST-RIVE- R DEN and other features.

mission, and they both agreed that so far It
had only confirmed their worst fears. -

"What shall you do?" asked the priest.
"Marry Lilian in spite of everything. No

one but you and I need ever know."
Father Andre shook his head. "No, no, my

son," he said sadly. "You must not ask me
to keep this from your father. He has a
right to know. He is the head of your fam-
ily, and his consent to your marriago would
be withheld I am sure, If he knew tho
truth. Therefore he must know it I cannot
help you to deceive him."

"At least give me till to-morro- said
Gaston. "This woman may not havo been
his wife. There is only one hope I have"

"And that is?"
"I will tell you to-nigh- t.'

Gaston Darvillo went away ami drove to
Somerset House. He was anxious to find out
where and when the marriage of Leon Pri-
vas had been contracted. He filled in tho
necessary form with all the particulars
within his knowledge, and handed it to one
of the professional searchers who aro al
ways hanging about in hope of a job. He
waited fcr nearly an hour, and then the
man returned. He had found the marriage.
and handed a copy of tho certificate to the
barrister.

. He read it and gave a great cry of joy.
Tho marriage was between Leon Privas,
bachelor, and Lilian Le Beau, widow, and
the date was 1S74.

Bemembering the letter Father Andre had
had given him by Madame Obert, it was all
clear now. Lilian Piivas was the widow of
Madame Le Beau's dead brother, and Lilian
was his daughter. No drop of tho blood of
the wretched criminal. ran in th veins of
Father Andre's niece.

The wedding took place on the appointed
day, and Father Andre pronounced the
nuptial blessing on the young couple, and
they were as son and daughter to him all
tho days of his life. But neither Father
Andre nor her husband ever told Lilian Dar-
ville the secret of her parentage which they
had so strangely discovered after the lapse
of many years.

There was only one thing which wa3 a
mystery still, and that was why Lilian
Privas had never come forward to claim
her child. Father Andre's idea was prob-
ably near tho truth. He thought the poor
woman had in some way learned that her
child had been taken by Madame Denier
and himself, and had sacrificed her own
feelings to little Lilian's future. She knew
it would be better that she should grow up
as Father Andre's niece than as the daugh
ter of the widow of Leon Privas, the Infa
mous criminal who had died a shameful
death upon the scaffold.

PHYSICAL TRAINING.

Professor James, of Harvard, an Ex
pansionlst on Athletic.

Scribner's Magazine.
They tell us that in Norway the life of thewomen has lately been entirely revolution-

ized by the new order of muscular feelings
with which the use of the ski, or long snowshoes, as a sport for both sexes has madethe women acquainted. Fifteen years ago
the Norwegian women were even more than
the women of other lands votaries of the old-fashion- ed

ideal of femininity, tho "domesticangel," tho "gentle and refining influence."sort of thing. Now these sedentary firesidetabby cats of Norway have been trained,they say by the snow shoes, Into lithe" and
audacious creatures for whom no night is
too dark or height too giddy; and who are
not only saying good-by- e to the traditional
lemlntne pallor and delicacy of constitution,
but actually taking the lead in everv edu
cational and social reform. I cannot but
think that the tennis and tramnlnir and
skating habits and the "bicycle craze"
which are so rapidly extending amone our
dear sisters and daughters in this country
are going also to lead to a sounder ond
heartier moral tone, which will send it3
tonic breath througn an our American life.

I nope that hero in America more and
more the ideal of the well-train- ed and vig
orous body will be maintained neck by neck
with that of the well-train- ed and vigorous
mind, as the two co-equ- al halves of thehigher education, for men and women alike.
The strength of the British empire lies in
the strenKth of character of th inriiviriuni

Father Andre bowed his head, and bidding
Madame Obert good day went out of the
dimly lighted little shop into the street like
a man in a dream. He bent his steps
mechanically towards home, but his brain
was in a whirl and a deadly fear was in his
heart. He had a clew at last to the parent
age of Lilian, his "niece." The name of
"I'rivas" the mention of terrible crimes--

brought back to him the remembrance of a
creat criminal a foreign Anarchist, who
shortly after the tragedy of the French
laundry had been arrested in Paris, and
guillotined for a dynamite outrage in which
three people were killed.

The deadly fear that was at his heart
was that this wretch was Lilian's father,
and if that were so

What could he do? What could he say?
At all hazards it was his duty to inform
Gaston Darville immediately. Between them
they must invent an excuse for postponing
the marriago until all doubts as to Lilian's
parentage were set at rest. The young bar
rister could not in justice to his family
marry the daughter of an anarchist who
had been guillotined for an atrocious crime.

He determined to go to the young barris-
ter's chambers at once. Gaston was in and
was greatly astonished to receive a visit
from Father Andre. There was something
in the priest's face that .made the young
man apprehensive of bad news. The priest
told his story gently, and softened the blow
as much as he could. After all it was only
conjecture; there was no certainty that
Lilian's mother was the wife of the Privas
who had been guillotined, only the date of
tho letter and the words "terrible crimes"
justified tho worst suspicions.

The young barrister listened and the color
faded from his cheeks. The idea of his
sweet, tender-hearte- d Lilian being the child
of a wretch with whose Infamies all Europe
had rung was too shocking to be enter-
tained, and yet the letter which the priest
gave him almost proved tho correctness of
the horrible surmise.

He stood buried in deep thought for a few
minutes, then he turned to the priest and
said, "Father Andre, you must say nothing
of this to Lilian nor to my father, nor to
any one, It must be our secret, and ours

"But in the meantime the wedding must
at least be postponed," said Father Andre,
"We must find out the truth."

"There will be time enough for trat at
the last moment. I have a week; in a week
much may be done. I shall start for Paris
to-nig- ht go straight to Monsieur Goron, the
chife of the Paris detective force, and find
out all about the man Privas. You will tell
Lilian I have been called away on impor-
tant business for a day or two. For God's
sake, don't let her have the slightest sus-plsi- on

of what that business really Is!"
.

Immediately on his arrival in Paris Gaston
Darvillo called upen an old friend of his
father's, a famous French "avocat," who
at once gave him a letter to M. Goron, urg-
ing that amiable and eminent functionary to
assist Mr. Darville In an Important inquiry
In which he was deeply interested. M. Goron
received the young barrister politely, and
when he knew the nature of the facts he
wished to elicit, asked for twenty-fou- r hours
in which to look up the Privas "dossier."

The next day, M. Goron presented himself
at Gaston Darville's hotel and told him
briefly all that ho had been able to ascer-
tain.

Leon Trivas had some sixteen years pre-
viously come from London to Paris. For
twelve months he had been living in Lon-
don, and had been watched by the English
pclice as a suspected character. He was
constantly in the company of men who were
known to be dangerous political conspira-
tors, and when he left England for France,
tho English detectives gave their French
confreres immediate notice of the honor he
was paying his native land by revisiting it.

After his arrival in Paris he managed to
elude the vigilance of the French police,
disappearing one day from his lodgings In
a street, in the Fau hours: St. Antotne. and
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